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L’? COCONUT 
Bonce is back. Elton 
i} Schmelton himself in the 
| too, too solid flesh, still 
| opening up interview ses- 
ij sions by walking into the 
room at exactly eleven- 
oh-four-ack-emma and 
| saying, “Good evening,” 
| just like he thought it was 
funny. Still, he’s pretty 
| good-humoured consider- 
Hing that he’s talking to 
] somebody who panned 
ff the peanuts out o “Can- 
| bou”, his latest assault on 
ij the record racks of the 
| ee he’s just ( 
| ay he’s just (sur- 
Beh Haken a holiday, 
and both his waistline and 
his scalp-coating are thin- 
ner than ever, so after the 
compliments of the 
season have been ritually 
exchanged, we tie Elt to 
his chair, shine bright 
lights into his eyes and 
start asking all them 
tough, hard-hitting ques- 
tions. ea 
“All right, punk — talk and 
talk fast ’cus if ya don’t tell me 
yer gonna haveta tell it to Hom- 
icide!” I flipped a butt out of 
the crumpled pack in my pock- 
et, bought myself a drink from 
the office oe and waited for 
ee a whydja put out an- 
other album so soon after 
““Goodbye Yellow Brick 
Road?” ”, I asked softly, wait- 
ing for that yellow gleam of fear 
to light up behind his small, pig- 


eS. 
OY They all break — eventually. 
Some break easy and some 
break hard. But this mug didn’t 
have what it takes. 

I knew he’d talk. ‘ 

“Tt wasn’t so soon — it was 
practically a year after,” he re- 
plied, the words spilling from 
his mouth in an obscene tor- 
rent. I moved the lighter a little 


further away from his nose. 
“We have to do — under our 
commitment to MCA and Dick 
James Music — two albums a 
year, and that means doing one 
every six months right from the 
word Go.” 


“Now waiddaminute, creep,” 
I whispered, spitting the butt 
from my mouth and crushing it 
to the bare concrete of the 
floor, “didn’t ‘Yellow Brick 
Road’ count as two?” 

That shook him. He licked 
his lips a couple times, but he 
managed to come back from it. 
“No. That was the tragic part, 
y’see. If it had counted as two I 
wouldn’t have had to do anoth- 
er one. I was really distressed 
that it didn’t count as two be- 
cause it was such an effort to 
make it. We’re off fo do another 
one in August, but hopefully 
that won’t come out for a year. 

“We have to do two albums 
a year until the contract comes 
up in February. We’ve just 
signed a new one which means 
that we can just do one a year 
— or no albums a year — and 
take it-easy for a bit, which I’m 
sure will come as a great relief 
to everybody, especially the 
band. 

“The live work’s been cut 
down too. All the live work 
we've done this year has been 
Australia, Japan and New 
Zealand and two dates in En- _ 
gland, so it’s halfway through 
the year and we've only done_ 
four weeks of gigs. We’ve just 
had two months off, which is 
great.” : 


HE SEEMED to be a little off 
his guard, so I figured it was 
time to throw in a sneaky one. 
“So whaddya do in yer time 
off?” I asked him. He shifted a 
little in his chair. si 

Those ropes had probably 
cut off the circulation in his 
hands and feet by now, so I 
loosened them. 

But not too much. 

“You go to a lotta superstar 
parties — right?” A 

He wasn’t too happy with 
that one. “I really get annoyed 
about that. I hardly ever go to 


|. overweight 


te -. OBA 
NEW 


IT seemed like just a regular job. ‘‘Take a tape 
- + + go interview ELTON JOHN” — those 
- were the anonymous instructions on the whisky- 
_ Stained answerphone. Plus the greenbacks. 
| Plenty of greenbacks. Only one thing was 
‘wrong: it was the wrong phone. It was 
CHARLES SHAAR MURRAY’S phone. 
_ Which meant trouble. You’ve heard of The 
Long Goodbye? thisis. . . 


\ 


ello 


those things at all. When I do, I 
always get my picture taken. I 
went to Kiki’s party in New 
York, but . . . I went to a ten- 
nis ranch in Arizona for two 
weeks because I had to get 
away from everything. I was 
screaming . . . I just couldn’t 
loon. Very depressed, very 
e was really 
blimpish at Watford — so I 
went away and lost about 28 
pounds. It’s all discipline.” 

My ears perked up. Elton a 
fladge? But no, it was not to be. 
“I just played tennis for seven 
hours a day and dieted a lot. 
Hopefully I’m going to be the 
new sylph-like E. J. by the time 
the American tour starts. My 
guitarist Davey’s like Bowie — 
he’s got a hollow gut. It makes 
me sick, I’ve only got to look at 
a doughnut and I put on about 
six pounds. Yeah, I’m just a 
sports groupie now, Won the 
mixed doubles two weeks run- 
ning, had my picture taken with 
Billie Jean King. I’ve just been 
relaxing and having a good time 
— which I needed to do, since I 
was getting really distraught 
what with five years of schlep- 
ping all over the world.” . 

He was getting relaxed again. 
I hit him with another tough 
one. “You dropped everybody 
from Rocket except Maldwyn 
Pop and Kiki Dee — right?” 
He nodded, 

Smart boy. 

“So why doncha get yourself 
a real street-level rock and roll 
band?” 

He swallowed — _ hard. I 
grabbed him by his hair (which 
wasn’t easy) and tilted the chair 
back. I was gonna get an answ- 
er if I hadda pistol-whip the 
bastard. : 

“We tried,” he whined. 
“That’s what we've been look- 
ing for for a year and a half, but 
it's so bloody hard.” J let go of 
the chair and he wouida falien 
off it if it hadn't been for the 
rope. “We turned down Queen 
and Cockney Rebel, so we're 
pretty good judges of charact- 
er.” He burst out laughing and I 
let him have it with the butt of 
the Luger. “No, no, they want- 


MUSICAL EXPRESS 


ed a lot of money and we just 
couldn’t afford it. I’d love to get 
someone like Iggy and the 
Stooges, but they’ve broken 
up.” He spat out a few frag- 
ments of tooth. I mopped the 
blood off his chin before it 
could get to his shirt. “I’ve got 
my _ spies out in Detroit trying 
to find James Williamson. He’s 
so good. The Dolls — they're 
just not good at carrying out 


| what they preach. But Iggy and 
_ the Stooges — that band are 


just so hot. We were staying in 
Atlanta and they were playing 


“‘Richard’s Club’ — which is a 


I broke my 
tooth in 

an Indian 
restaurant. 
Gary Glitter 
gave me 

a big kiss. 


great club — I went down to 
see them one night with Davey 
and we thought they were incre- 
dible, so we flew back to Atlan- 
ta and went to see them another 
night. I thought it would be 


great to jam with them dressed ~ 


as a gorilla, so I rented this 
gorilla suit and walked on stage 
in the middle of their set. He 
thought it was some fuckin’ 
maniac ’cuz he’s always getting 
attacked by maniacs. A couple 
of roadies loomed up and I 


‘thought I was getting chucked 


off, Mind you, the gorilla cos- 
tume stunk, it was about a hun- 
dred and ninety degrees in there 
and I nearly got thrown off for 


my troubles. I sort of jigged ar- 
ound for a couple of minutes 
feeling like a prat and. then 
walked off, and then Iggy an- 
nounced, ‘Da guy in da gorilla 
suit wuz Elton John,’ and the 
audience were going, ‘Awww, 
c'mon.’ I mean it coulda been 
Bob Dylan in there.” 

Now that would've been 
something, I thought. Bob Dy- 
lan and Elton John in the same 
gorilla suit. But I wasn’t gonna 
tell him that. 

“You mean you're still talk- 
ing to him after that review?” 
asked Stevens. “You're a really 
civil guy.” John smiled weakly. 
“A really Sybil Thorndyke.” 
“You're the most Sybil Thorn- 
dyke I’ve met for a long time,” I 
cracked back, “The most civil 
dyke you've met for a 
thorn-time.” he replied. 

I hadda hand it to him. Get- 
ting grilled by two mugs like us 
and still making with the fun- 
nies. The punk was tougher 
than I thought. It was time for 
another question — a tough 
one. We gotta break this guy by 
twelve before Julie Webb gets 
here. “Seen ‘The Exorcist?’, I 
snarled. . 

“Oh yes — I really liked it. 
Laughed all the way through. I 
Saw it about three days after it 
opened and the whole audience 
was in hysterics. I read the 
book, which petrified the life 
out of me, it really did. So I 
laughed nervously all the way 
through. A couple of scenes 
were a bit gory, andI was a bit 
shaky when I left. So I went 
and had an Indian meal, ran 
into Gary Glitter and my tooth 
fell out... .” 

“Hold it, punk,” I said softly. 
“What was that?” 

~ Actually it was half a tooth, 
because I hadn’t been to a den- 
tist for ages. I went to the Tan- 
door in Fulham Road, half a 
tooth fell out and Gary Glitter 


gave me a big kiss — right 
there in the middle of the res- 
taurant.” 


Stevens was shocked. 
“Twenty years on the force and 
I ain’t never heard anything like 
it.” I was pretty shook up 


myself. Elton John didn’t seem — 


to think that he’d said anything 
outa line. I wanted to tear him 
apart, but I couldn’t do any- 
thing with Stevens there. So I 
gave myself another butt, lit-it 
with a shaky hand. “You're 
gonna give the rock and roll bu- 
siness a bad name.” muttered 
Stevens. P 

“Bunch’a poofters,” smirked 
John. He started talking about 
movies again, and we let him 
ramble while we pulled our- 
selves together. “I saw “That's 
Entertainment’ in New York. 
It's a montage of old MGM 
musicals. It’s two-and-a-quarter 
hours. long and they have the 
most incredible bits of old Fred 
Astaire and Busby Berkeley 
-and Esther Williams. 

“She’s so outrageous. — If 
she’d lived today she would 
have been Suzi Quatro. Diving 
off these boards with 800,000 
people diving in-after her in the 
shape of the Empire State 
Building — it was just incre- 
dible. It was so camp — I mean 
she came eut of the water with 
fireworks around her head. The 
things some people will do — 
Elton John starts tour coming 
out of the water with fireworks 
coming out of his head.” 


HE WENT on to give us a spiel 
about how Bowie had sold out 
the Amphitheatre in L.A. for 
six days, despite a top price of 
fifteen dollars, ahead of even 
such well-known creeps as John 
Denver. 1 came back with 2 
snappy quote from an old Mare 
Bolan interview in which the 
Little Caesar had said sump'0 
along the lines of, “David 
doesn’t have anywhere near the 
balls and charisma that I have 
— he ain’t no way genna make 
ibe i 

“Mare used to sit in my 
house,” coaked back John. 
“and tell me how many records 
he'd sold — and I know how 
many he’d sold and his figures 
were just ludicrous. It’s sad. be 
cause he’s only fooling himself- 
It’s easy to say, ‘I've sold §4 
million records.’ I've seen him 
say that to the music press SO 


many umes, and it’s a wonder 
that no-one’s ever followed it 
up. 

“Also his quote about ‘Get It 
On’ going gold in the States 
well, it wasn’t. I like the little 
bloke, actually. I think he’s an 
idiot to say those things, but 
that’s just him. He’s just signed 
a new record deal, so that might 
help him out. He’s just gone to 
Casablanca Neil Bogert’s 
company, the guy who used to 
run Buddha. They've got Fan 
ny as well and Kiss. 
music’s not as bad as the pic 
tures. Actually.” 

I smashed the stub of the ci 
garette out on the right lens of 
his glasses — the other one | 


ad 


some how gotten icked 
and hissed, “Ray Cooper isn’t 
really play much on ‘Cari 
bou’, is he?” from about an 
inch away. 

“It was just a feeler for him,” 


moaned John. “He did a couple 
of vibes things and some r 


cussion. The next time we re 
cord, he'll be playing drums, 
he'll. be playing keyboards. 


He'd only just joined the band 
Now we're getting him organ 
ised with ARPs and things like 
that. I'm gonna give up playing 
piano. I’m gonna become a 
rock and roll suicide, take my 
nasty out and piddle all over the 
front row, just to get rid of my 
staid old image.” 

Now we were getting some 
where. I flicked a glance over at 
Stevens, “I think we can help 
you there, kid. It’d better become 
Known that you're taking dope 
I mean, you don’t have to actu 
ally take any, but as long as we 
can Say youare...’ 

He got the message. 

“When I said that Billie Jean 
King was my heroine what I 
meant was that she had my he 
roin. Elton John scores at Wim 
bledon ...” he w: getting the 
idea. “I was going to go to 
Wimbledon as a nun ‘cuz I kept 
getting pestered’ by all these 
Bjorn Borg’s. You've heard of 
hamburgers, now we've got 
bjornburgers. Anyway, I was 
going to go dress as a nun 
with a big pair of sparkly 
glasses that said ‘Elton John’.” 

“How different d’you think 
your career would’ve been if 
you'd had great ey Vg 
snapped. 

“I don’t think peopie buy my 
records because of my sf 
tacles — or because of my tes 
ticles,” he riposted. He was get- 
ting his breath back, “I’m quite 
pleased for Buddy Holly and all 
his compatriots. There’s not 
many women singers who wear 
glasses, apart from Nana 
Mouskouri. _There’s Bonnie 
Bramlett — Dory Previn, she’s 
like a female Randy Newman. 
Bette Midler said my new al 
bum should be called “Fat Reg 
From Pinner.’ I wanted to call 
it ‘Ol Pink Eyes Is Back’. but I 
had a rebellion on my hands, 
the band didn’t like it. Charlie 
Watts” wife had the best one. 
She wanted to call it ‘OP Four 
yes Is Back.”” 

That was good. I mea 


laughed at that one. Sc 


even suggested that Stevie 
Wonder call his next album, 


“OF No-Eyes Is Back We 
didn’t laugh at that one. Then I 
femembered that he was from 
Homicide, so I lz jus' 
little bit. There was a silence. 
To fill it, I decided to ask a 
question. 

“Why pick weird pl 
to record asked. My voi 
sounded a bit funny, so I 
splashed down some rye to 
loosen my tonsils. ““Wh ya 
gonna do the next one? Ice 
land?” 

“We're doing the next one at 
Caribou again. We've taken 
five weeks studio time, and I’m 
going to write the songs on the 
boat going over. I'm taking a 
boat and doing a Bowie. I 
didn’t think anybody travelled 


on those things any more, 
which is why I’m going. I think 
they’fe scrapping them. All the 


the 


ing 


Songs will be written or 
boat. so the next album’ 
to be called ‘Hello Sailo. 
litle ditties like r 
Into The Wind” ... “I 
Gaacing the cha-cha in the ba 

room and I chucked up all-over 
the captain” 
can’t write ly 
done it yet, actually. Every time 


hrow 
was 


I pluck up the courage to write 
something it just sounds like a 
heap of crap. "Solar Prestige A 
Gammon’ was my idea. I love 
it, because I always Suggest th 
ings that Bernie Taupin’s going 
to get knifed in the back for.” 


NOW I knew the interrogation 
was a flop. How can you grilla 
mug who just talks you to 
death? I hadda do something 

fast. “Get serious, kid,” I 
told him. “Give us what we 
want and I might untie one of 
your hands.” I cut him loose 
and he winced as the circulation 
started coming back. The clock 
S ticking and knew Webb 
on her way, so I put two 
S through the clock to stop 
th oddam ticking that was 
2 my nerves and driv 
@ crazy. As the smoke 


red I hit him with another 
and roll to 


question. “Rock 
day.” I said, bitterl 
tory, a tradition. It has set itself 
precedents. It no longer can 
claim the freshness and naivety 
that was its hallmark even as 
far back as the dawn of the 
“60s. Whaddya gotta say to 
that, punk?” 

“It was completely spon- 
taneous and naive, y'know? Th 
ings weren’t done for a purpose. 
Now everything’s calculated, 
and management says, *You 
must do this, you must wear 
that, and you're not doing any 
interviews because you're going 
to do a moody for six months.’ 
People didn’t do that in the old 
days because they were just in 
it for the fun. Everybody would 
get in one big coach and just 
drive around. You don’t get 
that any more, because it’s all 
egos and moodies and manag 
ers and solicitors and accoun- 
tants.” 


owned up that “Jol 
ly Parton was Bernie Taupin’s 
favourite record of all time, 
which made me feel a little bet 
ter about Bernie Taupin. For 
that we try and get the hea 

him for a little while. “In fact, 
Bernie’s gone over to the States 
to t her and Lynn Ander. 
son.” 

But, hell, we want the real 
stuff. The secrets. And I was 
gonna get them even if I 
couldn’t leave anything behind. 
I hauled out the Luger again 
and tapped it meditatively 
against the top of his head. “I’m 
dying of cancer and I’ve only 
got one lung,” he whimpered. 
Not good enough. “People go 
through my trash cans for my 
old shoes and glasses and Roils 
Royces.” Better. “Are you 
horrible to your roadies, Elton? 

“T love them,” he smirked. “I 
don’t tie them up and beat them 
or anything. They tie me up and 
beat me. That’s why I love 
them. No, I’m very nice to my 


My roadies 
tie me up 
and beat 
me. 

That's why 
TI love 
them. 


roadies. Just the other day I 
gave one of them a winegum. 

“I like your initials.” he said 
suddenly. He was raving again. 
That cheap truth serum nevet 
works. “In fact, I love initials. 
I'm Elton John T.O.T. — tired 
old tart. Also W.I.N.O. AND 
St E. The Strawbs are 
Obviously on dru — their last 
album was called “Hero And 
Heroin’. And look at Quaalude 

he’s gone to Amen 
ally. It’s the best thing 
for him. He can play with musi 
cians like Phil Upchurch. Send 


eve got enough 
as it is.” 
not record a reggae 


NEW MUSICAL ExP 


ABOUT 
THE 
AUTHOR 


Charles Shaar-Murray is very 
rotund. His breath could smell 
sweeter than it does. We're not 
too keen on his clothes, either. 
Whichever way you look at it, 
he’s a slob. But he’s tough 


band?” I asked just to calm him 
down. 


“Yeah, I. met Judge Dread at 
a football match and he said he 
had some really good stuff. So I 
bought an ounce. Watford 
scored as well. The whole team- 

+. Teggae’s great. That’s the 
sort of stuff we would like to 
have put out. Have you seen 
any good bands lately? I saw 
the Band Of The Royal Scots’ 
Guards recently and they were 
really good. No feed back or 
anything. No problems with the 
P.A. great for open-air gigs. 
Why don’t the Lovin’ Spoonful 
get back together?” 

“Well, the Fudge are back 
together,” I said feebly. He’s 
out-babbled me. “That means 
Jeff Beck’s looking for a band 
again.” 


“All existing musicians had 
better go and hide if Jeff's on 
the prowl, he said. “He’s a real- 
ly nice guy, though. We nearly 
worked together, —_ actually 
rehearsed for a week at Cam 
den Town Hall. He actually 
approached us and asked to 
join, before we'd had any suc- 
cess in he States. We were still 
playing places like the 
Speakeasy. I was totally mind- 
boggled by the whole thing. 
This was just after he'd had 
that two-year lay-off. We had 
rehearsals which went fine, but 
he wanted to chuck out my 
bass player and drummer, and 
things would've disintegrated 
and I would have ended up as 
Jeff Beck’s pianist. He said, ~Se- 
eing as how I've got a big name 
in the States, I'll take 90% and 
you and the rest of the lads can 
have 10% between you,’ and 
that put us off a bit. But he’s a 
nice guy. I always say hello to 
him everytime I see him, and he 
still cleans my shoes eyery day. 

“The funny thing is that we 
were still being managed by 
Dick James at the time, and we 
sat in his office and said, ‘We 
got this chance to go with Jeff 
Beck, it'll mean five or ten thou- 
sand dollars a night’ and Dick 
said, “Listen, if you play the 
Troubadour in L.A. you'll be 
earning that much in two 
months, I guarantee it.” And we 
said. “Dick. you fool. these th- 
ings take time.’ And then in two 
months time were in the States 
earning five thousand a night 

I just didn’t believe it. Dick 
was night. He qualified for the 
Treasure Trail and so did we. 
And look where it got us.” 

The time was drawing near, 
and there wasn’t much time left. 
Stevens had gotten me a delay, 
but Julie Webb and the Homi- 
cide Squad were closing in. I 
only had time for one more 
question. “What,” I said quiet- 
ly, though my guts were begin- 
ning to churn.” made you the 
star you are today, Elton? 

He grinned up at me. I don’t 
know how he managed it, but 
he smiled through the blood on 
his lips and whispered, “Vitam 
in E. Quaaludes. Heroin. Plus 
Sexual intercourse with sheep.” 

Then Webb arrived. The rest 
you know. 


